shall, that I dare almost aver of myself, as far as life and
free leisure will extend. . . . Neither do I think it shame
to covenant with any knowing reader, that for some years
yet I may go on trust with him toward the payment of
what I am now indebted,1 as being a work not to be
raised from the heat of youth or the vapours of wine, like
that which flows at waste from the pen of some vulgar
amourist or the trencher fury of a rhyming parasite ; nor
to be obtained by the invocation of dame memory and her
siren daughters, but by devout prayer to that eternal
Spirit which can enrich with all utterance and knowledge,
and sends out his seraphim with the hallowed fire of his
altar, to touch and purify the lips of whom he pleases.
To this must be added industrious and select reading,
steady observation, insight into all seemly and generous
arts and affairs; till which in some measure be com-
passed, at mine own peril and cost, I refuse not to sustain
this expectation from as many as are not loth to hazard so
much credulity upon the best pledges that I can give
them. Although it nothing content me to have disclosed
thus much beforehand, but that I trust hereby to make it
manifest with what small willingness I endure to inter-
rupt the pursuit of no less hopes than these, and leave a
calm and pleasing solitariness, fed with cheerful and con-
fident thoughts, to embark in a troubled sea of noises and
hoarse disputes, put from beholding the bright coun-
tenance of truth in the quiet and still air of delightful
studies, to come into the dim reflection of hollow anti-
quities sold by the seeming bulk, and there be fain to
club quotations with men whose learning and belief lies
in marginal stuffings, who, when they have, like good
sumpters, laid ye down their horse-loads of citations and
1 i.e. Paradise Lost.
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